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And conies not in, ouer-ruldc by prophecies, 

I fearc, the power of Percy is too weake, \ 

To wage an inftant triall with the king. . ! 

SirM. Why, my good Lord, you need not fear e* 

There is Douglas, and Lord Mortimer. 

•Arch. No, ^Mortimer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is Mordakc, V ernon, Lord Harry Percy ' 

A nd there is my Lord of W oredter ,and a head 
Of gallant warriaurs, npbfe gentlemen* 

Arch. Andfo there is, butyet theking hath drawne 
The ipecuil head of all the land together. ' 

The Prince of Wales, Lord- 1 oh n of Lancaflcr, 

The noble Wcftmeriand, and warlike Blunt,. 

And many mo coriuals and dcare men 
Of eftimation, and command in armes* 

Sir7\1* Doubt not, my L.they ftuli be well oppos’d* 

Arch. I hope no leffe,.v et, need full t’is to fearc. 

And to preuent the worft, lit Mighel, fpeed; 

For if Lord Percy thriue not, eVc the king 
DifmifTe his power, he meancs to viiit v c ,. 

For he hath heard of our confedemue, 

And, t*is but wife do me, to make ftrong againft Iiigai 
Therefore make hade, I hiuffi goe write againc* i 
To other friends, audio farewell, hr Mighel. Bxcnnt . 

Enter the King., Prince of Wales y Lord Lohn of U v cuft crfE ark 
of sWeftmcrLwdySir Walter Blunt 9 4»dFJftalf ft. 

King. How bloudily the i'unne begins lopeare 
Aboue yon busky hill>the day lookes pale. 

At his diftemprature* 

Vritt. The Soutlwen wind 
Doth play the trumpet to Ids purpefes,. 

And, by his hollow whittling in the Icaues,. 

Foretelsa tempeftand ai>lo Bring day* 

King. Theft,, with dielofers let it (impathize, 

For nothing can ieemc foule to thofe that vvinne*. 

The trumpet founds , EnterWorcefter* 

King, How now, my Lord of Worcefler^chs not .wet. 

That you and I fhould meet vpon fuch tearmes 
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of ITcurj the fourth. 

As now we meet. Youhaue deceiudourtruft. 

And made vs dotfe our eafie robes of peace. 

To cr ufti our old limmes in vng entle fteelej 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well# 

What foy you to it? will you againe vnknic 
Thischiirlilh knot of all abhorred war? 

And nioue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giue a faire and naturall light, 

And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A predigie of fcare, and a portent 
Of broched mifehiefe to the vnborne times* 

War. Hcaic me, my ‘Liege: 

For mine owne part, I could be well content. 

To entertaine the lag end of my life 
With quicthoures. For I proteft, 

I haue not fought the day of this dillike. 

King. You haue not fought it: how comes it then? 
fal. Rebellion Jay in his way, andheioundir. 

Vrin. Peace, che wet, peace. 

Wor* It pleas’d your maieftie to turne your lookes 
Of fauour, from my ielfe,and all our houfe. 

And yeti muft remember you, my Lord: 

W e were the firft and dear oft of your friends. 

For you my ftaffe of office did I breake 
In Richards time, and ported day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiffc your hand, ‘ 

When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as L 
It was my felte, my brother and his fonne. 

That brought you home, and boldly did outdate 
T he clangers of the time. Y ou fwore to vs, __ 

And you did lweare that othe at Dan-carter, 

That you did nothing purpofe gainft the ftate, 

Nor claime no forth er ; then your new falne right. 

The feat of Gaunt, Dukedomeof Lancafter: 

To tliis, we fwore our aid :but in fliort fpace 
It raind downe fortune fliowring on ycur head, 

A nd fuch a floud of greatnertefeil onyou, 
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